Only Love

The blind, quadriplegic lays on his cot hearing as "Uncle Walt" sits down.

Good morning, my Son.

Good morning, Uncle.

Would you like me to read a poem today?

Yes, please.
But if you do so, do not make it a song of one self. But rather one of at least two. I can no longer believe it is just me laying here.

I understand.

"
Is All he said forgotten?

The Way a tree does
until it pours too hard.

Now I remember.
Yes. Now I remember.
There have always been
at least two of us.

Since The Very Beginning."

And he leans in.
Picks up a rag.
Wrings it.
And wipes his brow.

Yes.
Please more.

Is all he says
as he drifts off
back into his
Delirium of Poem.

"The way a sycamore
leans in and listens
as its leaves drape over
into the middle of
The River.

As if to say

'Not only you.
 Not only you.'"

and

"'Not only you.'". Again.

The nurses watch,
or at least notice:
he is shuffling his papers
but not reading them
as he speaks.

"Shall I stop?"

No. Please. Go on...

Uncle?

"Yes."

Are there others like me?

"Yes. One over there.
And there.

Shall I ask the nurses
to move you
closer together."

No.
No. Maybe after
The Poem has finished and
I am
lying in my grave.

...

"Child. Apocrypha.
Longing.

The two of All-of-Us.
The two of each

Who in the middle meet.

And when The Creek dries up?

Only us.
Only us.
Like The Voice The Wind
reads in
'For all The World
 but only one poem.'
"

I would like to sleep now,
Uncle.

Can you tuck me in?

If I should pass
before nightfall
tell them,
those-over-there
and -there:

we are never truly alone.

Tell them,
as you have sung to 'me',

"We. Are never truly alone."